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It is sublime and refined beheld upon its onlookers;
Oh, what a sight to reckon with.
Nevermore, hast thou fathomed Providence's caliber,
whereof only the most splendid of crimes are conceded condoler.

Timber rims, blissful aromas, a sharp point, and capricious essence adhered upon it did.
O lord! the apparatus — 'twas impeccable in every regard.
The trumpets of the heavens cry their wistful beckons;
Prejudices held by men abscond in mere seconds.

What savior was there? What was to suffice if not a higher essence bequeath man meaning?
Hast thou surrendered to nullity? Or is it that virtue suffices not of man's vagaries?
Seeketh he must in unearthing that question;
'Tis only through the pen Nature wields that thou grasps what Providence strips of thee.